n8        EVENING  ON THE BROADS.
Stained and stifled and soiled, made earthier than earth
is and duller,
Grimly she puts backlight as rejected, a thing put away: No transparent rapture, a molten music of colour ; No translucent love taken and given of the day. Fettered and marred and begrimed is the light's live self
on her falling,
As the light of a man's life lighted the fume of a dungeon mars : Only she knows of the wind, when her wrath gives ear to
him calling; The delight of the light she knows not, nor answers the
sun or the stars. Love she hath none to return for the luminous love of
their giving:
None to reflect from the bitter and shallow response of her heart